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"Get back! You have no right to do that! The banner
must go first.!"
"Disperse!" commanded a little officer in a thin voice
as he flourished his sword. He raised his legs high as he
marched, without bending the knees, and slapped the
earth hard with the soles of his boots. The mother was
aware of the shine of those boots.
A tall man with close-cropped hair and a thick grey
moustache walked beside him and a little behind. He was
wearing a long grey coat with a red lining, and a wide
yellow stripe extended down his trouser legs. Like the
khokhol, he walked with his hands behind his back. His
eyes, with bushy eyebrows upraised, were fixed on Pavel.
The mother's gaze could not embrace all that she saw.
Her breast was full of a loud cry which threatened to
burst forth at every breath; she was suffocated by the
cry, but she clutched her breast and held it back. People
pushed her, and she swayed on her feet as she pressed
forward unthinking, almost unconscious. She sensed that
the crowd behind her was thinning as the cold wave ad-
vanced to meet it.
Smaller and smaller grew the space separating the
people with the red banner and the solid wave of grey
people. Now she- could see the collective face of the sol-
diers—a distorted face smashed into dirty-yellow line
unevenly dotted with varicoloured eyes stretching all
across the street. In front of it glittered cruel points of steel
levelled at the breasts of the marchers, and without touch-
ing them, the steel cut them away, one after another, dis-
persing the crowd.
The mother heard people running behind her, and agi-
tated voices crying:
"Scatter, fellows!"
"Run, Vlassov!"
"Get back, Pavel!"
"Drop the banner, Pavel!" said Vesovshchikov sullenly.
"Give it to me, I'll hide it."
He seized the staff and the banner swung back.

